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to the teeth with every conceivable kind of weapon from the
ancient arquebus to a double-barrelled ejecting sporting gun,
and from a giant two-handed scimitar to a modern Italian
stiletto.

Others who were as gods before my eyes were Sir Pratrap
Singh and the Imperial Bodyguard. In the course of my duties
I found myself thrown often beside this gay corps; and I
remember conversations with the youthful Maharajah ofJodhpur,
a charming boy of some fifteen years and as keen a horseman as
was his father, and of Faridkot, another youth who possessed an
excellent knowledge of English, including both the slang and
oaths which were the military currency of the time. Gay youths
questing for romance and adventure.

And then in Delhi there was the fascination of having one's
fortune told.

Those familiar with the palmistry of the race-course and of
charity bazaars, or who have perhaps sought out a crystal-gazer
in Kensington, can form but a poor conception of the business
of fortune-telling in the East. Sometimes the soothsayer, seated
with legs akimbo before his client on the ground, will take the
dust in the palms of his hands, and, as the mechanics of divination,
pour it into little heaps to the accompaniment of a melodious
sing-song. Others, with quaint ceremonial, will visit and revisit
the client several times, sitting with him in silence at eventide,
or stealing in upon him while he is yet semi-conscious from sleep
in the early dawn. He will affect to offer prayer to the sun, the
moon, and the stars; to invoke the spirits of the desert, of the
mountains* and of the rivers, while with each visit he is refreshed
by gifts received humbly at the hands of the client. One may
scoff good-naturedly and distribute gifts, and finally receive at
the hands of the seer a character for unimpeachable good
behaviour.

One may reflect that this form of earning a livelihood is not
wen dissimilar from the spoof of " share-pushing " on the Stock
Exchange, of bookmaking, or of any of the confidence tricks of
the pleasure beach or an English country town on market day.
Maybe* But there will be others, members of psychic-research
societies and the like, moon-gazers, spiritualists, astronomers,
half-wits, and quite a number of sane people also, including
scientists, who arc not unwilling to testify that the sun, the moon,
and the stars in some measure control the destiny of man. Indeed,
with so general an acceptance of the theories of atomicity, a